COLLAPSE
" I left Paris on my bicycle the day before
the Germans arrived.   My wife was with
child; she had been promised by the Maine
(the Borough Council's office) that she should
be evacuated, but later was told that there
were no more trains.   My bicycle was stolen
during the first night while I slept in a hay-
stack;   but I did not mind very much.   I
had already found out that I could get on
quicker on the crowded roads by tramping
and begging a lift wherever I could get one.
On my way I have seen so many horrible
sights that I can hardly recall them.   In
one deserted locality where the  German
bombers had passed I saw a human head
right on the top of a makeshift obstacle in
the road; I don't know whether it had been
blown up there by the bombs or placed
there by someone who had gone off his
senses with horror.   On the second day I
got into the first bombardment from the
air;  after that there were so many that I
don't know which was the worst.   Once a
car was hit close beside me and a woman
cried terribly as blood streamed all over
her.   Another  time   I   escaped  by  sheer
miracle by clinging to a big tree and turn-
ing round as the flyers swooped down and
tried   to   machine-gun   us.    The   French